CHAPTER   VI
WINGS
THAT afternoon we drove all the other seals we could find in
the Bay of Isles, which echoed once more with indignant
belchings and with the Norwegians' " Hoi-Yah! Hoi-Yah! "
or the Argentines' " Ai-Ai-Ai." When it began to grow
dark and we rowed off in the " pram " the beach was strewn
with carcasses, cold and fleshy, their blood clotted and their
sightless eyes towards the sea. The birds feasted upon
them.
Before nightfall the Don Ernesto made Elsehul and lay
there at anchor for the night, her decks heaped with blubber.
She had a very small mess-room in the stern which nar-
rowed sharply aft. A table occupied the whole of the deck
space in this little dingy place and there were benches on
each side with a small one thwartships in the stern. Along
each of the two side bulkheads there were two bunks one
above the other. You descended to this fug-hole by means
of a companion hatch from the after deck and, just inside the
entrance, stood an enormous stove which Chiquito lit when
we dropped anchor. He fed it from a pile of drift-wood that
lay behind it. In the mess-room we ate a meal of whale
meat, black hunks of which hung outside the door, and
onions. Carlsen and the bo'sun and the chief engineer were
there and one or two others whom I do not remember. We
drank very black gritty coffee from tin mugs. Then the
Norwegians played cards. I did not join in because I
dislike card games anyway and felt I should be unequal to a
game of cards in Norwegian. Chiquito fed the stove into a
roaring white heat till it blazed and crackled up its tin
chimney, and then went away shutting the door and, from
the outside, the skylight hatches, so that no fresh air could
possibly get in. As I sat on the settee watching them play
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